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With the might of the wind's wrath wrenched and

torn.

Vain, all vain as a dead man's vision
Falling by night in his old friends' sight,            590

To be scattered with slumber and slain ere light;
Such a breath of such a bridegroom in that hour
Of her prayers made mock, of her fears derision,
And a ravage of her youth as of a flower.
With a leap of his limbs as a lion's, a cry from his

lips as of thunder,                                               \_Str. 2.

In   a    storm   of  amorous   godhead   filled    with

fire,
From the height of the heaven that was rent with

the roar of his coming in sunder,
Sprang the strong God on the spoil of his desire.
And the pines of the hills were  as green  reeds

shattered,
And their branches  as  buds  of the soft spring

scattered,                                                      600

And the west wind and east, and the sound of the

south,
Fell dumb at the blast of the north wind's mouth,

At the cry of his coming out of heaven.